two seats and you could not have had a
more responsive audience. They laughed
at all the right places. Mostly young
people In uniform they were. Thai old
Fabian audience is scattered for evermore.
I firmly believe that we are getting the
young. We shall rise again sooner than
Marx did and for a better reason.1

Such were the diverse valuations of the plays of George Bernard
Shaw by individuals. He had also institutional honours. In
1925 he was awarded the Nobel Prize for literature. When he
was ninety, his Back to Methuselah was included in the World's
Classics. On the occasion of his attaining the age of ninety, a
commemmoration volume was planned. S. Winsten, the editor,
speaking about it, says:

" It seemed that I had set the whole world revolving again when
I started on this book a year ago." 2

A galaxy of British intellectuals paid their tributes to Shaw. John
Masefield, the Poet Laureate, in the volume predicts immortality
for Shaw, but warns his contemporaries not to be tardy:

Honour him living, all Earth's brightest

brains

Let Ministers of Fine Arts, centuries hence,
Order him statues; let us have more sense,
And call a splendour great while he remains?

But dissentient voices were not absent. Some of them, the weightiest
and most worthy of consideration were raised in condemnation
of Shaw. Through one of his characters, T. S. Eliot says: 4* Shaw
is dramatically precocious and poetically more than immature.'1'

1.    G. B, S. 90, p. 55.
2.    Ibid., p. II.
3.    G. B. S. 90.   John Masefield on the Ninetieth birthday of Bernard
Shaw,   p. 17.